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Tirra, lirra, by the river
Sang Sir Lancelot.
And the Witch stepped down from her casement.
In the hush of night he heard
The calling and wailing in dewy thicket
Of bird to hidden bird.1
The old mayor climbed the belfry tower,
The ringers ran by two, by three:
"Pull, if ye never pulled before,
Good ringers, pull your best," quoth he.
"Play uppe, play uppe, O Boston Bells"!
Play all your changes, all your swells,
Play uppe the Brides of Enderby !"3
Beau cavalier, qui paxtez pour la guerre,
Qia'allez-vous faire
Si loin d'ici?
Voyez-vous pas que la nuit est profonde
Et que le monde
N'est que souci?3
Far the calling bugles hollo,
High the screaming fife replies,
Gay the files of scarlet follow:
Woman bore me, I will rise.4
To-day knights-errant are rust and dust, witches
ashes, war a folly; but as the trees with Orpheus, so to
such music we can still forget our most stiffly rooted
convictions. It was not for nothing that in a realistic
moment Shelley compared himself for unreality to a
gin-palace. Intoxication is the essence of such poetry
as this.
So with Romantic settings and subject-matter. Always
"la princesse lointaine", the blue of distance- For
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